This hand a Brahmen had destroyed,
And vultures with his blood been c'oy'd.

The fruit goes up by ten more cubits and now it is the turn of Bhima. He
confesses that gluttony is his fault and gives a catalogue of the various
dishes taken by him at a feast arranged m token of victory over the
Kauravas-

Then freely gratified my soul,
From many a dish, and many a bowl,
Till health was lavish'd, as my time:
Intemp'rance was my fatal crime.

There is further progress made by the fruit which rises by ten more
cubits. It being Nakula's turn, he confesses that his folly is avarice and
that he plundered every court during his conquest of the land:

An odious vice this heart assail'd;
Base Avarice for a time prevailed,

Ten more cubits the fruit rises, and it is Sahadewa that has to make his
confession. He admits that he is guilty of pride and recounts how it
swayed him in the war at Kurukshetra:

pride in my heart his mansion fix'd,
And with pure drops black poison mix'd.

All the five brothers have had their turn and the fruit too has moved up
by fifty cubits. Only ten more cubits remain to be covered and it is
Draupady's task to complete the reunion of fruit and tree. She begins
her narration and says how she was always overpowered by a strong
desire to appear charming and well made-up:

How best to bind my flowing hair
With art, yet with an artless air
(My hair,, like musk in scent and hue;
Oh ! blacker for and sweeter too,

She also confesses that she is guilty of vanity.

O waste of many a previous hour I
O vanity, how vast they pow'r

This confession makes the fruit rise only by eight cubits and there are
two more cubits left. All the five brothers are surprised at this and they
accuse Draupady of an incomplete confession. They shudder at the
thought of the hermit's wrath: